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Stripped To The Bone 


Author's Notes: 
Set in early 199l, when Pelle went to Sweden over New Year and visited Morgan. Other people mentioned are Jon 


Nédtveiat from Dissection and his younger brother Emil. 


Frail and cold he looks, lost in a too-large sweater, a pale apparition on the sofa, a flickering hologram. 

So fragile he seems that Morgan imagines even his bones are made of snow, melting away under translucent 
skin As if the body consisted of sand and sugar that threatened to crumble, a wave of sweet, bleached dust 
that Morgan could wipe away and lick from his fingertips. 


The cheery Howdy, Mogge was for yesterday's letters and parties, now Morgan's So, what do we do? is left 
unanswered. The boy, older though he is and looks, but so weakened that it robs him of any authority, doesn't 
even look at him. Doesn't respond either. Morgan studies the sunken face, a gaunt mask stretched over the 
skull. Are you starving yourself over there in Norway’, but it's obvious and would his concern ever change 


anything? Perhaps he's not even concerned - just curious. Still, he refrains from asking. 


Watching a movie, that's the idea, avoid conversation, let the screen do the talking, settling in, loosening up. 


Suggestions of gore from Morgan's lips, anything to make the other's move, Re-Anmaftor, maybe?, a few more 
titles, a bored shrug from the ghostly boy, Morgan goes for the special treat, Hellraiser / and I, both uncut, 
freshly lent from Emil, but they are Jon's copies, and he brought them from London disguised in a VHS case 


of Bamse. 


He can't help but laugh at that, and even the bony figure next to him flashes its teeth in a wide skeleton grin 
Memories of New Year's Eve, everyone welcoming him back, their friend, their hero, that skinny phantom of 
disease whose skin is embellished with marks and scars and bruises. The wide stares - admiration, shock, or 
joy of seeing him again? The joy of seeing him in pain, perhaps. The messiah of wounds, he who dares cut 
deepest. An idol of self-sacrifice. Jon and Emil and Morgan himself, forever fascinated with his uncompromising 
love for death, his radical beliefs, his closeness to another world while being unattached to this one. He was 


divinely miserable, was of a depth they didn't know and couldn't reach, and they envied him for it. 


Sink so far into darkness that you forget how to imagine light, descend into the abyss, into the pit, as far as 
you can. But he is always, always one step ahead. Horror is not quite that shocking if you've watched all the 
snuff, splatter and gore that the older boys had long before you turned lb. Its much less shocking if you've 
witnessed someone you know and like and look up to harm themselves in severe ways. When the blade is more 
alive than the body that moves if, morbid curiosity, is that why you look up to him? Enduring so much, 
unafraid, indifferent almost. He must like the Cenobites. They make an impression on Morgan at least. It's 
perpetual suffering worn with grace. The glow of their pale blue hell is reflected on his companion's face, who 
watches intently, but whose mind seems occupied by other thoughts. Unfazed by the cruelty onscreen, his 
empty stare goes right through the TV into an unknown distance. 


Compliments are being made casually, like a commentary to the butchering in the movie, nice sweater, will he 
say something to that? People keep screaming, as they do when they are tortured, kept in endless pain, its 
Dystein's, and Im Dead fo him, this is hell. Oh to be killed, or see someone die, wouldn't that be a relief? The 
final perishing, the absolute and total end of it all. And Morgan knows it all by heart, the baroque gospel of 
memento mori, vanitas mund; imago mortis, ars moriendi and the images that go with the Latin. Bloom of skulls 
and skeletons. Stil Ife. The great fading. The profound feeling of mortality. The hope for an afterlife. The figure 
next to him embodies all of this, he is tangibly transient, on the verge of transcending from this sphere to the 


unknown one that he calls his home. Leaving them all behind to wonder. 


Beneath all the death worship and praise of decay, sometimes this carpe diem urge overwhelms him, this lust 
for the world, for all that can be touched and tasted, and Morgan must act. Fair and faint and thin, only skin 
and bone, and for how long? Morgan needs to feel, he needs to press his fingers onto flesh and brush that 
other dimension beyond beating hearts and flowing blood. He is so close to both, isn't he? Between them, Dead 
among the living. Sick and ill, he sees it coming, Morbid, what a fitting name that was, as he reaches for the 
lustreless hair, and gently pulling fingertips retreat with strands that came falling off. Morgan doesn't dare 
explore any further. 


His companion hasn't noticed, or pretends not to have noticed. Soon he'll be falling apart, snow and sand and 
sugar and dust, and you're doomed if you long for that, the dissolving, earthly parts. You're also doomed, 
Morgan knows, if you long for that slowly pumping heart, for friendship, some kind of closeness, because all of 


that also belongs to this world, the world of touching and talking, the world of wet eyes and loud laughs, not 
the one of eternal grins and motionlessness. But no, most of what he wants is in that other world that he's 
got no access to, where he stole only glimpses of terrifying beauty, the world where his guest has long gone 
to, while his body still moves in this one, trying its best to join the essence. 


Later that night, the other finds the kitchen knives displayed on the counter invitingly, takes one and carves 
that scarlet melody of belonging elsewhere into his limbs, a spectacle of mythical magnitude, white as snow, red 
as blood, and the mind residing there black as ebony. Morgan makes half-hearted attempts at stopping him and 
finally succeeds, the boy lying on the sofa, passed out with his eyes wide open 


Morgan should have known that there's nothing to find in the ruins and ashes. Nothing but snow and sand and 
sugar and dust. He should have known that layers of Pelle would come off with each lick till his tongue tastes 
bone. He should have known that no matter how much he laps at death, that world is still closed to him, he's 
scratching at the threshold in vain. For the boy is the guard of that gateway, and the place where it's buried 
is not of the flesh. 


